A TRIP TO INDIA 


In the Series ‘‘Trips Abroad’’ by 
MISS REBECCA I. HUGHES 


CHAPPER:T, 
AN INTRODUCTION To INDIA. 
Psalin xxiv: 1-2. 

Would you like to take a trip with me to one of the 
richest and most beautiful countries in all the world? I was 
so sure that you would, I engaged your passage already in a 
first-class ocean steamer. We need save no expense, traveling 
this way, so you may invite as many friends as you wish. 

Can you guess where we are bound? No? Then get 
out your map of the world and I will show you. Across the 
Atlantic to England, a short stop for passengers, then away 
to the beautiful Mediterranean, down the Red Sea to the 
Indian Ocean and over to that triangular country just below 
the Tropic of Cancer, India. That is our route. Did you say 
it was a short trip? Oh no, we shall be weeks on our voyage. 
There will be plenty of time to get acquainted with the other 
passengers. What kind of people are likely to be on board 
our vessel? Probably government officials, people engaged 
in trade, travelers like ourselves and, if we are fortunate, 
missionaries. What different kinds of things can they tell 
us about the land to which we are going? What questions 
shall we ask each of them? ‘How big 1s the country?” did you 
ask? Only as large as the land east of the Mississippi River 
in the United States. “About how many people live there?” 
There are as many people as in Canada, the United States, 
Africa and South America put together. Just to think so 
many people living in such a small space! 

“What is the northern boundary of India?” The Him- 
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alaya Mountains with their beautiful peaks covered with snow, 
are on the north and two big rivers are on either side. Cal- 
cutta is the capital city. The southern part of India is in the 
Torrid Zone, so you will know the kind of climate it has. 


In March the weather is mild, in April it becomes 
warmer, in May the temperature continues to rise until about 
the middle of June, when it is intensely hot. Everything green 
disappears; the ground becomes so parched it fairly cracks 
open. , 

Now the Monsoon bursts and we have rain almost con- 
stantly until the end of September. During these weeks of 
rain we have abundant growth of plants. 

The missionaries during this wet season confine their 
work to the schools, as the swollen streams make it impossible 
to travel about much. 

Why did I say we were going to one of the richest 
countries in the world? Because two crops are harvested 
from the same soil yearly. Wheat in large quantities is carried 
through the Suez Canal and on internal railways all over the 
continent. The beautiful gossamers, soft calicoes and fairy 
like muslins come from India’s home-grown cotton. The trees 
are interesting, especially the teak forests and the cocoa palm. 
The teak wood is valuable. It has a very sweet odor and 
can be highly polished. The sap of the cocoa palin is a pleasing 
drink and the natives use its leaves to wrap parcels. The 
mines are rich in precious metals and there is an extensive 
opium trade. 

What kinds of plants and animals would you expect 
to find in such a tropical climate? Orange, lemon, date, fig, 
pineapple, cocoanut, etc. Why is it, do you suppose, in a Jand 
so rich, there are so many hungry people? Because they have 
not been taught the best way to cultivate their rich soil. Even 
in the Torrid Zone things will not grow without care, and 
as soon as someone does grow them, then they belong to him 
and other people have to buy them. The animals you know 
about, the tiger, cobra, monkey, elephants. You must not 
forget the snakes, centipedes and scorpions. ‘They are fre- 
quent but dangerous guests in Indian homes. Many die from 
their bites each year. 

To what race of people do the Indians belong? Yes, 
the white race and their ancestors were living in well-built 


A TRIP TO INDIA 3 


Se a ee oe See ei a et: 


cities with houses, temples and a good civilization when our 
forefathers were but savages. Please remember that, when we 
feel inclined to laugh at their foolish customs. Their history 
is very interesting if I only had space to write it. For a long 
time the Portugese held control, then the French, and now, at 
last, the British govern them. At first England did not send 
her best men to India and they did not govern wisely. There 
was trouble, of course, and then some good statesmen settled 
the Indian problem. Did you ever think that we represent . 
Jesus here on earth in just the same way that the officials in 
India represented England? And so much trouble we make 
for Him when others think “I don’t want to be a Christian 
if it makes you as disagreeable as Harry is.” Jesus must be 
ashamed of us sometimes, but I’m so glad He gives us another 
chance. 


Our fellow passengers are tired of answering questions 
now, so we will have to leave the rest till we reach India and 
see for ourselves. 


CHAPTER LT, 
A Visrt ro THE TEMPLE. 


Psalm cxxxv: 15-18. 

Our first visit in India will be to the temple, because 
there are so many of them, and they are the reason India has 
so many troubles. 


The high walls outside make it look like a prison and 
such strange noises as issue from it! This is the home of 
hundreds of monkeys whom the people worship as gods. The 
children’s god is Hanuman, the monkey god, and every boy 
and girl wears his image around their necks. 

The temple is very dark and dirty and a queer lot of 
images are arranged around it in a circle. These are the 
principal gods: Brahma, the creator; Vishnu, the preserver ; 
and Siva, the destroyer, but there are hundreds more. Each 
temple is dedicated to a particular god, who has the place of 
honor and receives every attention. He is taken out of bed, 
washed, dressed and food is set before him. Indeed, every 
hour of the day he has a priest to wait on him alone. 
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Very little children are taken to the temple to lay 
flowers at the god’s feet so that they may be wise when they 
grow up. They are often very much frightened at the hideous 
appearance of the gods. ‘There are many sad stories those 
gods could tell if they could speak. Many people in trouble 
have come there for help and comfort and gone away in worse 
sorrow. They believe their little ones are turned into toads, 
snakes or lizards when they die, instead of being safe in the 
Heavenly Father’s Home. Is our God a terrible god who 
asks us to torture ourselves, who makes us afraid, and who 
punishes us all the time? No, mdeed! I wish those poor 
people knew how loving He is. Wouldn’t you just love to 
tell them? Perhaps we can, some way. 


We ought to be kind to animals. God has given them 
to us to help in our work; but people should come first, because 
the Saviour died for them. 


Long ago, in India, many grown people and even little 
children were ‘killed to please the gods. England would not 
allow that, of course, so now it is no longer done. 


From the mouth of Brahma, the people of India say, 
came the priests or Brahmans. From the arms. the soldiers 
came, the merchants from his thigh and the slaves from his 
feet. This divides the people into classes or castes. Every 
boy must be what his father was. There is no choice. ‘They 
think God meant some people to be better than others. 
Brahmans will not eat with merchants or even touch them. 
Now that the railroad has come to India much of that has been 
done away. 


You see a slave is doomed from the time he is born. 
He has no opportunity of advancement or hope of ever being 
any better. In the Father's sight we all are equal, whether 
black, brown, yellow or white, rich or poor, but he doesn’t 
know that. He has no chance to improve his fortunes, no 
social life, no education, nothing for which to live. 


Aren't you glad that we live in free America, where 
everyone has a chance? That is why we ought to be proud 
of our country. Our history is the story of men whose idea! 
was liberty in every sense. It is good to have noble fore- 
fathers, but we are only responsible according to the power, 
wealth, friends and opportunities we have ourselves. 
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CHAPT TART 


Homer LiFe 1n INpIA. 
John 1: 29. 

The kind of church a person attends tells us a great 
deal about him, but his home life tells us more. In the one- 
room houses all the family live, including hens, buffaloes, etc., 
too. The houses are built of mud and have a thatched roof. 
The furniture consists of a box which holds clothing and 
cooking utensils as well, a spinning wheel, some mats fer beds 
and two stools. The better class of women are never seen 
in the streets. They are disgraced if any man sees them 
outside of their own relatives. They cook, embroider, or sew 
lace. That is their whole life, unless they attend a feast, when 
they go out in closed conveyances. No wonder they are 
ignorant, childish and great gossips. 

The poor women have a little more freedom, but they 
have to work harder. They cultivate the fields, grind flour, 
and spin and weave the cloth. 

Miss Jackson says, ‘““The men treat their wives very 
differently from the men in America. They never eat with 
them nor take them visiting, but shut them up by themselves 
and treat them almost like slaves. Many of the baby girls 
in India used to be killed. Their fathers could not afford 
to pay the expense of their weddings and so, since every 
girl must be married before she is twelve, more than one 
daughter was rarely allowed to grow up in one family.” 

Listen to the story a Hindu child of high caste tells: 
“T am a Hindu lady, as you can easily see. My father wanted 
me to be a boy, and if I had not been pretty, no one would 
have loved me and maybe I should have been killed. But I 
had many jewels given me to wear and I had my own way 
in everything. I was married when I was only five years 
old because it is disgraceful for a girl in India to go over nine 
years and not have a husband. I had few playthings,—only a 
rough, wooden doll and a horrible looking idol like the one in 
the temple. We played some games like you do in America, 
‘tag,’ ‘hunt the button’ and ‘jacks.’ We danced to music, too, 
making patterns, clapping our hands or knocking sticks to- 
gether in perfect time. I learned how to plait ropes while I 
danced, like you do in your May Pole dance, only we knew 
how first. 
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“My mother taught me how to cook when I was a tiny 
girl and she showed me how to worship our gods in the 
kitchen. 


‘When I was twelve years old my wedding day came. 
I went with my husband in a covered litter, decorated. with 
pictures of queer looking animals, to a sort of alcove in an 
outer court. There we sat for hours and hours and listened 
to horrible singing and rasping music and watched the dancing 
girls. The place was decorated with all kinds of patchwork 
and little fancy things. Everybody sat on the floor and the 
feasting continued for eight days and nights, too. | 


“TI was unhappy then, but it is worse now. I never see 
anybody except my husband, and he isn’t good to me. When 
he is in the room I have to look at him all the time and mind 
everything he says. I only can eat what he leaves on his 
plate. 1 have almost nothing to do but offer prayers and 
flowers to gods, and bathe in the sacred river. 

“Won't you people in America send lady missionaries to 
tell our husbands that we ought to learn how to read and write 
and that Jesus was kind to the women as well as the men? 
Won't you?” 

The child widow has another story to tell. ‘“‘“My high- 
born Hindu sister has told you about her life. I will tell you 
about mine. I, too, was married when I was five years old, 
but my husband died when I was ten. He had never been 
to see me, but they said I was the cause of his death and called 
me accursed. Six women tore off my beautiful jewelry and 
hurt me so I cried. They shaved my head and after the 
funeral I had to sit in a corner on the ground. For thirteen 
days I could not take a bath or change my clothing. I had 
no breakfast or dinner, only a little supper each day. I wish 
I could die, too. 

“One day a lovely lady came to our town. She took 
me to live with her and taught me how to read and sew. She 
told me about Jesus and how He had made you people sorry 
for me. I loved Him right away. I am so happy now, and I 
want to say “Thank you’ for giving your money to tell me 
about Jesus. There are twenty-one million more child widows 
in India. Won’t you make them happy, too?” 

If you were going to India to tell the story of Jesus, 
what would you have to do before you could get acquainted 
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with the people? You would have to study the language, of 
course. How many there are, too! Every village seems to 
have a different way of talking. No wonder! when a few 
years ago no one traveled much and no one knew how his 
neighbors in the next town lived. ‘The railroads, England’s 
gift to India, have been a wonderful boom to the people in 
many ways. : 

But you should visit the shops! The streets in some 
sections are lined with booths of various descriptions. ‘There 
you can buy everything from the gay turban (the most im- 
portant feature of a Hindu costume), down to the inevitable 
dishes of curry, rice, millet, relishes, fruits and vegetables. 
Rich shawls, brocades, gold and silver embroidery, metal work, 
carpets, pottery and jewelry for arms, wrists, fingers and even 
for toes, are there. The salesmen are very persistent in their 
efforts to make you buy. They pursue you along the streets 
and urge you in wheedling or threatening tones to purchase. 
Shopping gets to be a serious business. But then all life is 
intensely serious there, isn’t it? 


CHAPTER IV. 
OLD AND N&rw SCHOOLS. 


John in: 16 and Mark xvt: 15. 

I know one place in India, every one of you would 
like to visit, guess where it is? Yes, the schools. I wonder 
if you could tell me anything about them before we go in? 
You can hear the pupils long before we get there, because 
everyone seems shouting out loud at once. Do you think 
the children can learn much in such a school? What a strange 
teacher there must be to allow such confusion! 

There are only boys there, I see. How is that? The 
Hindu lady told us, girls never have a chance to learn. The 
men think they are too stupid. Do you see any division into 
classes? No, everybody seems to have the same lessons. 
Look at their palm leaf books and the piles of sand in which 
they write. The school hours are from six to nine. Then 
comes recess, when they go home and get something cold to 
eat. They study from ten to noon and again until dark. How 
would you like to stay in school so long? 

Miss Dianklee says: ‘The Hindu teacher does not try 
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to teach very much. He has one of the older children to repeat 
the letters or multiplication table and then have the others say 
them. They commit to memory the multiplication table to 
sixteen times sixteen and also multiplication of fractions. 
When they wish to count they use their fingers, toes, and 
joints. The teacher thinks the school is doing well if there is 
plenty of noise. Sometimes he goes to his house, next door, 
and lies down until the noise stops.” 

The school teacher’s care does not end when school is 
over, but extends even into his own home. If a boy is ill 
and refuses to take medicine, the schoolmaster is called. 

I am glad to tell you most of these schools are disap- 
pearing. There are many just like ours, with up-to-date 
rooms and good teachers. They teach geography and history 
as well as reading, writing and arithmetic. Can you think 
why geography and history are good subjects for India? Yes, 
then they will know about the many countries far away and 
of a civilization better than theirs. ‘They will read the lives 
of great men and seek to imitate them. 

Ts there anything you miss that should be in every 
heathen school? Yes, the Bible is not taught. Why? Where, 
then, do the people receive their religious training? In the 
mission schools, and that is the main reason we have them. 
But here, in America, we do not teach religion in our schools ; 
why not? If it is because there are plenty of churches here, 
why doesn’t India have churches, too? Because some folks 
do not send the money, and India is too poor and doesn’t know 
yet how much she needs it. In our mission schools the girls 
have a chance, too, but their early marriage makes it hard for 
them. They have so many home duties and they have to take 
their little ones to school with them. 


What supplies must every good school have? Books, 
of course. Well, what kind of books would you send them? 
We must be careful in our selection, for books have such a 
wonderful influence on lives, 


Sometimes we little Americans fret about having to go 
to school. We think our lessons are hard and the hours long. 
‘I wonder how we would like school life in India. Why do 
we have to go to school at all? Sit down and think about it. 
What nations are the most influential, the intelligent and well- 
educated or the illiterate and untaught? Which people are 
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the most respected in a city? What opportunities and what 
responsibility does knowledge of things bring us? 


CHART TRV) 
Mepica, Work. 
Last clause John 1: 20. 

Of all the troubles that can come to your home, which 
one does mother dread most? Yes, I think, too, it is sickness. 
How can we help to keep it away? The Heavenly Father 
makes laws for health and every broken law means punish- 
ment. If we have plenty of sleep, good food, exercise in the 
fresh air, nice clean bodies and white teeth we can help keep 
sickness away. Obeying mother now means strong bodies and 
good health when we are older. 

Whom does mother get to help her in sickness? How 
is it the doctor knows just what to do? Because he has 
studied long and hard and God has taught men so much. Did 
you know that it is only in Christian lands that folks are good 
to sick people? That only they have Boards of Health who 
care for the whole city? Do you know why? Long ago 
Jesus taught people to heal the sick. Get your Bible and let 
us make a list of all the people He healed. What a number 
there were! No wonder He is often called “The Great 
Physician.” 

Are there many sick people in India? Yes, many, many 
more than here in the home land. Do you remember the kinds 
of diseases we said they suffer from most? One only has to 
seat himself under a tree and open his medicine case and 
patients flock to him by the hundreds. No doctor lacks a 
practice in India. 

Get mother to read the story of “The Snake Bitten 
Hindu” to you or “The Surgeon’s Knife Dethrones a Hindu 
Idol.” You will love them both. You have heard of Mary 
Reid, I know, who, when home on a visit to her family, whom 
she had not seen for years, discovered a spot of leprosy on 
her hand. Without saying a word.to anyone she sailed for a 
leper colony to tell those poor sufferers about The Great 
Healer. What a noble deed for her to do! 

You will like to hear of the splendid work our mis- 
sionaries are doing in the hospitals. The Bible is not only 
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taught there, it is lived. The best object lesson on the breaking 
down of caste is here, when highborn Hindu ladies sleep next 
the poor outcasts. “Your God must be a very good God,” said 
a Hindu woman to her doctor, “to send a doctor to the women. 
None of our gods ever did that.” The women are made the 
happiest by the knowledge of Christ. 

The most terrible diseases the doctors have to fight are 
the plagues, cholera and famine Many people suffer from 
hunger in that land which is rich in itself if only they knew 
how to cultivate it. 

The hospital wards are so very clean, and bright with 
flowers, sunshine and pictures, the patients hate to leave and 
go back to their homes even when cured. The nurses there 
receive a very careful training. The doctors boast that their 
graduates can compete with our graduates here in knowledge, 
skill and efficiency. ‘The results of their work are far reaching 
in the lives of thousands who have met the Christ in their 
days of pain. 

It would be interesting to think out which India needs 
the more—education or medicine. India really could not do 
without either. How many, many things she does need! Do 
you know where work is being done?) Where are our schools? 
In what cities have we hospitals? Who are our missionaries? 
Here is a great deal of work for you to do. Perhaps the 
Board of Foreign Missions will help you. Mark on the map 
of India with bows of red ribbon and flags each mission sta- 
tion of our denomination. 

Does the church you go to on Sunday have a station 
there? Have you pictures of your missionary? Do you write 
her interesting letters and not expect too many answers when 
she is busy? Do you send her a Christmas box full of all 
the things she wants most? This sounds like the game of 
twenty questions, but oh, I hope you can answer “yes,” to all 
I asked you. Don’t forget to tell the Heavenly Father about 
the little sick children in India and thank Him for keeping 
us well. | 


CHAP TH RGA: 
A Hero or INDIA. 
Iuke x: 2... Mark xvi: 5. 
Once long ago in England, a crowd of boys were gath- 
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ered around a very high tree. It was a specially dificult one 
to climb and most of the boys, after trying once, gave it up. 
Cne little fellow wouldn’t let the task conquer him and at 
last was made quite lame, yet he tried again and won. The 
boy’s name was William Carey and he lived in the little village 
of Paulerspury. His father was the village schoolmaster and 
many delightful hours they spent together. William loved to 
read and was an apt student, but he loved outdoor things, too. 
tle was very fond of nature and carried home from his trip 
to the woods many beautiful flowers, birds’ nests, and odd 
rocks to study. 

When he was fourteen he was apprenticed to a shoe- 
maker. Since he tried to do everything well, his shoes were 
remarkably well made, too. But he learned to know Jesus 
while there and at once started to study his Bible. After a 
while he became a minister and was given a small church. He 
could not give up making shoes then because his salary was 
so small. As he worked, taught or preached he read many 
books, He learned to read the Bible in several different 
languages. 

Sometimes as he worked he thought of the Master’s 
command, “Go into all the world and preach my gospel.” 
‘hen he read in “Capt. Cook’s Voyages” of many heathen 
peoples who were without Christ. He made a map of the 
world out of leather and on it placed the facts about the people 
living in the different countries and the religions they had. 

As he worked, he prayed and talked about it, but his 
friends, even his minister friends and his loved ones at home 
did not agree with him. At last, one day, the Heavenly Father 
let him touch his people with his sermon from Isaiah lvi: 2-3, 
and his motto “Expect great things from God, Attempt great 
things for God,” and a society was formed for sending the 
gospel to the heathen. William Carey had no money to give, 
but he gave a far richer gift—himself. 

Soon William Carey and Dr. Thomas, a surgeon who 
had been living in India, were sent as missionaries. Someone 
said to Mr. Carey: “There is a gold mine in India, but it seems 
almost as deep as the center of the earth. Who will venture 
to explore it?” “I will go down,” answered Mr. Carey, “but 
remember that you must hold the ropes.” That saying is 
true still, Missionaries in India are now deep in the gold 


eq A TRIP TO INDIA 


a 


mine and the folks at home hold the ropes. May the Heavenly 
Father help us to hold them steady. 

One trouble came to Carey right after another. He 
had such a time to get passage onavessel. The first English 
people to go to India were traders from the East India Com- 
pany. They were airaid to have the missionaries go to India 
lest they hinder the trade. So they refused to carry Carey 
over. Then when Carey reached his field he was hindered 
again by the lack of money. He had to work in an indigo 
factory. But he told the good news of Jesus just the same 
to the five hundred men he worked with every day. The 
Sabbath Day he could spend preaching, and, oh, how hard he 
worked. 


The East India Company was very disagreeable to 
Carey and at last he had to leave Calcutta and find a new home 
at Serampore. Mrs. Carey was taken very ill. No letters 
came from home. Apparently friends in the church at home 
had lost interest. Did Mr. Carey give up in despair? No, 
the boy who had hurt himself in trying to climb, at last won, 
and the man was still just as plucky. 

In Serampore Carey planted a beautiful garden full of 
the flowers he loved. He was writing the Bible in the Bengali 
language for his people, in between his preaching and teaching. 
The days of study came in very useful now. 

One Christmas Day in India Carey had a great joy come 
to him. He baptized two of his first converts, one of whom 
was his own son. New helpers had come in response to his 
prayers, two missionaries, Ward and Marshman by name. 

One of the best things Carey did outside of his transla- 
tion of the Bible was to have a law passed forbidding the 
burning of widows and the throwing of babies into the Ganges. 

Carey was Professor of Languages in the College at 
Calcutta, the city which he had been forced to leave. 

One bright day in June when Carey was an old man of 
seventy-five years, the Heavenly Father called him Home. 
Think what a meeting with the Master that was! 

Let us not forget, little children, God, the Heavenly 
Father, has the same loving greeting for us if we do His will. 
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